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First heard in the desert 
Out there... 


From the souqs and bazaars of old 
I air and 

Sell my words and 
Sell my wares 


In the Name of God 

One day I went walking in a Saharan town and found things 
From the beyonde 



the Grand Bazaar of the Palace near 


One day seen was an Unknown 
A’sitting there 
Astride the wires, 

Young ones. 

“These things sometimes come out and sit about 
Portends the Changling Season, my friends.” 

“What twould be their reason?” 

“Azzizam, Now one knows for sure, but the ancients in their day would have their say - 
sayings ‘bout portentious ones of yore. 

“Why Rahman Hussein the Grand Vizier of all things Persian 
Would say they are some form of woman.” 

They gasp at this! 

As if they could see them near on the tree, they 
Could indeed see that they were beroabed, in 
Khadoor, like a woman, by Allah, our Khodah as we say, 

In modesty and mystery, like a beauty. 

And a kid did squeek: 

“Hey up there! How did ye get up there!” 

“Come down, play with us.” Sayeth another. 

To the children did they head and turned their heads! 

But too far too see they eyes under the hooded clothe 
Or if they had eyes or even, indeed a face! 

It was a mystery, 

Taught, 

For, do we always have to know everything? 



I thought. 


“As birds migrate in Spring or Fall 
They appear.” 

“Sometimes in winter bleak season 
They appear.” 

“Sometimes in good times and for no reason 
They appear.” 

“The imagination comes in defiance 
of all that is known 
and called Science.” 

But beyond the beck of things that our thine, stretch back ito a place and indeed a 
time where the universe cast conceals such past that harbingers come in the neap of 
times in the tradewinds 
Of Folly 
Of Fortune 


To my sister, Maheen 
Whom I treasure 


Notes to myself: 

Written with mups, lyrics, rhyming and from the viewpoint of a three year old who 
doesn’t know the difference between the Faiiy Tales read to him by his brothers and 
sister, and real life in which, he gets lost in the bazaar and experiences for himself. 
When I did this viewpoint in El Paso, I easily found material - I went for a walk while 
being slowly unloaded, and I saw a woman’s head in line in front of me, who had let 
her hair go un dyed for a year probably and it formed a big ‘eye’ of grey and, since I 
was practicing viewpoints for this story, it easily became a part of my experience of 
wonder and that an old lady, too, form the community along with everyone (Maybe 
except his parents) all around him, like Road Warrior, community is about mythic 
journey as well and so are the Waste Lands, which, I have an idea here, could be a 
part of this story as well (!!) maybe, as where the Unknowns, Die Unbekampt (from 
Berlin), come from. 


Edit Log: 

24 June 2019 More Title page work 

23 June 2019 Made a distinct title page for the Internet Archive to parse 
12/12/2016 attempt to save to tablet lets try this again and again. Well, it is doing 
much better now. Good ness I didn’t’ think that it was going to do it for me 
10/29/2016 5:31 PM 

Reading through notebooks, came onto this story again, first written in the docks of a 
delivery in El Paso overlooking the border into Mexico, I went walking and found 
things... 

Dec 14, 2014 


